COUNTRY   ECSTASIES

Fair-haired and ruddy, in white tunics.   Drums
And fifes were playing ' The British Grenadiers.'
The men, the music piercing that solitude
And silence, told me truths I had not dreamed,
And have forgotten since that beauty passed.

EDWARD  THOMAS.

For those who have actually felt the supernatural
quality of nature dogmatic atheism seems absurd.
But Marvell is right : it is easy to make mistakes when
one is reading ' Nature's mystic book.' It is easy, as
Thomas implies, to rationalize, quite arbitrarily, in
terms of some ready-made philosophy, feelings which,
in themselves, are dim and indescribable. (Thomas's
strict honesty is rare ; few poets have been content to
set down baldly what they felt without at the same
time expounding or implying some cosmic theory to
explain why they felt it. Thus, Hopkins is moved by
the spectacle of the stars and accounts for his emotion
by the hypothesis that c this piece-bright paling shuts
the spouse Christ home.3)

What most' nature poets * are apt to forget is that the
immediately apprehended quality of things is not
invariably a quality of supernatural beauty ; it is
also, on occasions, a quality of supernatural evil,
supernatural ugliness. And even the loveliness is
sometimes supernaturally remote and uncaring. The
owlet atheism shuts his eyes not only to the glorious sun
in heaven, but also to the dark malignities of jungle
and swamp and arctic desert. He is unaware of the
heavenly loveliness of flowers or a landscape ; but he
is also unaware of the hellishly ironic irrelevance of
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